




EDITORIAL 

Every so often it behooves a mass circulation maga- What is the thinking behind the purpose? GENT 
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FICTION BY RICK RUBIN 


When a luck-out cat like Johnny makes the scene , it 

e,„ PROM CHICKNIK TO 

d\7TT T TJ 1 When Johnny Prosper got to Oregon he figured things 
I < I I would be cool and easy for a while. No more hassles like 
in San Francisco and L.A. Johnny had the feeling that everything had been a hassle lately. But Portend 
seemed such a calm, square sort of town, trees everywhere, lots of grass, ice-cream cone mountains on 
the horizon, the river running through the city green and lazy, hills rising up out of town with houses and 
scraggly fir trees on every ridge. It was the beginning of summer, warm days and cool nights, and he 
was twenty-four years old, healthy, ivith muscular arms and a strong, hard face that the chicks dug. 
Everything was going to work out fine for a change. 

It didn't take Johnny long to find out that the youngkids and chicks hung out at just a few 
really hip places, not the dozens like in S.F. Johnny started falling by those places. He didn’t dig the 
kind of chicks you pick up in bars or taverns; he figured they were always going for the dollar or for 
the guy with the coat and. tie job. But the kind that hung around the coffee houses and like that, the 
ones with long hair and no makeup and wiggie ideas, those were his stick of tea. He had a way with 
that kind of chick. He had very sincere eyes under thick eyebrows. He wore his hair a little long and 
his clothes a little rough and sat around thinking, or looking like he was thinking, and digging the scene 
and the music, and sooner or later some youngchick always fell by. 

He met Paula Rivers at an expresso joint. By that time he was beginning to know his way around. 
A bearded cat named Foss introduced him to Paula. The first time he saw her he dug her for a swinger. 
She teas about twenty years old with ash blonde hair hanging way doum her back and only a little eye- 
shadoiv on her cool, narrow- featured face. She had on a thick black sweater and snug white toreador 
pants with goty braid down the sides, and leather sandals of course. Her figure was slim (CoMinmS on pog« is; 

















It's a time of melodic nostalgia, a time to hearken back to those 
peaceful nights in the midst of Civil War when the boys in blue would 
gather 'round, the campfire for a chorus of "Tenting Tonight ” . . . 
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Hearing, Johnny Reb, like the 
Yanks, would dream of the girl he 
left behind, ' a girl like Sally. 
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“It belongs with such other evidences of semantic 
disfunction as the unreasoning suspicion that medi- 
cine can't be good for you if it doesn’t taste bad; 
that robuBt profanity bespeaks a limited vocabulary 
(rather than one equipped with condiments as well as 
nutrients) ; that dullness is the ordained handmaiden 
of seriousness; that the well-dressed man is an empty- 
headed fop, perforce, and that, conversely, the chap 
who can’t distinguish a fine Niersteiner from a ple- 
bian bottle of hock is probably possessed of more 
intellect or character than the man who can.” 

If you think you can hack your way out of that 
Faulknerian sentence any more easily in context than 
out, you're welcome to try! As for ue, we’ll take his 
rime-style. 

Nor is Time the only magazine from which Big 
Bunny has borrowed in creating his brainchild. He 
takes credit for ”a-new idea for a men’s magazine,” 
but leading off the condiments and nutrients of 
Playboy each issue is a front-of-th e-book format as 
New Yorker- ish as that publications’s "Department of 
Unintentional Satire .’’ More to the point, in essence, 
everything currently offered in Playboy was offered 
by the Esquire of the 1930s and 1940s (albeit, slightly 
more clothed as befit the times). 

This fact is conveniently overlooked by Hefner in 
” The Playboy Philosophy," but in an interview with 
The Realist a few years back he acknowledged it by 
admitting that “if Eeky hadn't left the young urban 
guy stranded in the early fifties, he wouldn't have 
snatched up so quickly our own first searching effort 
..." The Esquire influence on Playboy falls more 
sharply into focus when one recalls that Hefner 
worked for Esquire prior to starting the bunny-book. 

It's a moot point as to what effect his beginnings 
may have had in the evolution of the peculiar snob- 
bism by which Hefner defines the Playboy reader. 
“The magazine was never intended for the general 
public,” he says. “It is edited for a select audience 
of young, literate, urban men ..." 

Such standards seem to exclude a large portion of 
the magazine-buying public. Taken literally, they 
could lead to such scenes as the following: 

A man enters a small town General Store 

and asks the clerk for a copy of Playboy. 

Clerk ( suspiciously ) : How old are you? 

Customer: Forty-seven. 

Clerk: Have you read Plato’s "Republic?’’ 

Customer: Nope. 

Clerk: " Thus Spake Zarathustra?" 

Customer : How's that? 

Clerk: "Ship of Fools?" 

Customer: I don’t read much. 

Clerk : Then why do you want to buy Playboy ? 

Customer: To look at the pictures. 

Clerk (shocked): I see! . . . Umm, one more 

What's your line? 

Customer: 1'rryp. former. 


Clerk: I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t sell you a copy 
of Playboy. You are neither "young, literate," 
nor "urban." To allow you to purchase Playboy 
would be in direct contradiction to the publisher's 
philosophy. 

Considering how the publisher sees his readership, 
the foregoing isn’t quite as unlikely as it might 
appear. Continuing his definition of the kind of man 
who reads Playboy in inspirational prose reminiscent 
of — you guessed it — the Reader's Digest, Hef insists 
that “he must see life not as a vale of tears, but as a 
happy time; he must take joy in his work, without 
regarding it as the end and all of living; he must be 

sensitive to pleasure . . . ” Et cetera, et cetera, but 


By these standards, not only rural males, but pes- 
simists, dissatisfied job-holders, phlegmatic types, the 
tasteless and the insensitive would all fail to measure 
up as men worthy of appreciating Playboy. As to who 
would measure up, presumably it is the rare fellow 
who falls in Hefner's tbree-in-one category of “Un- 
common Man,” “new American Renaissance Man,” 
or member of “The Upbeat Generation.” As such, ac- 
cording to Big Bunny, he should be "willing to look 
the future straight in the face and spit in its eye.” 

With an H-bomb as a plaything, a bunny as a play- 
mate and the Playboy Philosopher as his leader, that 
attitude might give some people concern over the 
chances of “Uncommon Man” for survival. But not 
Hefner. He retains his faith * in this "individual," 

is not necessarily superior to individual thought and 
neither la group taste.” 

Some of his faith might have rubbed off on us bad 
not the PP crowed so loudly earlier about Playboy’s 
prowess as a taste-maker. Bunny-boasting that read- 
ers bought “Playboy Products in considerable quan- 
tities: everything from cuff links, ties, sport shirts, 
tuxedoes and bar accessories to playing cards, per- 
sonalized matches and stickers for their car windows 
- all with the Playboy Rabbit as the principal design 
and principal motivation for the purchase,” Hef 
"wondered at the unusual degree of identification that 
the men who purchase Playboy each month obviously 
feel for the magazine and its editorial point of view.” 
He concluded that “they sought, and we gladly sup- 
plied, a mark of identity in common with the publica- 
tion — the sort of honor a man usually reserves for 
his fraternity, or a special business or social associ- 


Somehow, Hefner’s "individual" sounds suspiciously 
like a rabbity Rotarian. "Uncommon Man” seems to 
be turning up his bunny-nose at group taste only to 
have tampons of rabbit-Babbitt accessories stuffed 
down it. And as to "individual thought" - presumably 

As a starter, the homily philosopher propounds that 
“in fully understanding fCoAffowd on pea* as) 







There once lived a wondering clairvoyant nomed 
the Great Giovanni whose tour de force was this: 
If you were to write a random date upon a slip 
of paper and hand it to him he would, at a sin- 
gle, piercing glance of his black eyes, divine what 
your actions upon that day had been. 

For many years this psychic gift brought Gio- 
vanni none but the most niggardly of comforts. 
He travelled up and down the rivers on shoddy, 
little steamboats, stopping at the villages in the 
springs and summers and tarrying so long as the 
gawking townsfolk were sufficiently amazed, out- 
raged and delighted to throw coins into his ragged 
beaver hat. 


One evening at a small town on the green Ohio 
River below Wheeling the Great Giovanni stared 
through the cluster of pink, credulous faces under 
the torch lights by the landing and caught a 
glimpse of the most beautiful eyes he had ever 
seen. Perhaps it would be more truthful to describe 
them as the most beautiful eyes Giovanni had 
ever seen in o week. For the magician, in addition 
to his astonishing divining powers, enjoyed an 
extraordinary attraction for beautiful women. 
Something in the dark glance, the faintly sardonic 
lips, the noble but engagingly dissolute set of 
cheek and chin and brow inevitably proved to 
be the utter undoing of the fluttering, blushing 


THE LIMA COMB 



creatures wherever the magician chanced to en- 
counter them. Giovanni's heart quickened as he 
met those melting eyes in the crowd that night. 
And when the show was over and the lost penny 
had clinked into the hat and the bumpkins were 
stumping off up the cobblestones of the wharf for 
home, Giovanni hurried after them with pounding 
temples and caught the fair one's arm. 

Forgive me!" he said. "But I cannot accept 
your ten cent piece!" 

"Why?" she gasped. 

"Because," stammered the Great Giovanni. "It 
would not be honest. You obviously did not enjoy 
my performance." 


'Why?" she said again. 'Why do you say that?" 

The great man's throat was like wood, his tongue 
thick os a love-struck schoolboy's. 

"All the others who came tonight," he said, 
"wrote dates on their slips of paper and I told 
them what had happened. You see, that is my 
special gift—" 

"I am more interested," replied the enchanting 
creature, without lowering her bold gaze from 
Giovanni's, "in what will happen to me tonight. 
Have you the gift to tell me that, Giovanni?" 

The clairvoyant's heart seemed to swell and 
burst within his breast. His love for the slender 
angel was almost as (Continued on next page) 
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Knowledge That Has Endured With The Pyramids 


Japanese women 
rarely get 
breast cancer. 


The Bantus of 
South Africa 
get cancer of 
the liver 
more often than 
do white people. 


People in 
Atlanta, Georgia 
get skin cancer 
three times 
as often 
as those in 
Chicago, Illinois. 










t'tonal policy which aims to promote 
scholarship among the members. Every undergraduate 
chapter has a graduate member as an advisor. In addi- 
tion, many chapters are aided by resident advisors, 
graduate students who are available to help members 
with their studies. 

The fraternity is one of the older ones, being founded 
in 1858 at Bethany College which was then in Virginia. 
(Now, it is in West Virginia.) Today, the fraternity has 
89 active chapters and more than 64 thousand mem- 


DELTA UPSILON has the distinction 
being the only non-secret fraternity 
flflMjK which is still a true national fraternity 
JK jM and not a mere college society with a 
Greek name. It was founded back in 
1834, partly as a protest against the 
secret societies of that day. Gradually, the organiza- 
tion’s actively anti-secret feeling changed, until now it 
gets along very well with its brother organizations and 
is, in fact, a member of the National Interfraternily 
Conference. To this day, however, it remains the only 

witnessed by outsiders such as college faculty members 

D.U. has somety) active chapters, with each chap- 
ter having great local independence. 

In considering members, Delta Upsilon. searches for 
diversity. The society likes its chapters to Be as "well- 
rounded” as possible and encourages all members to 
interest themselves in at least one outside activity. In 
line with this goal, DELTA UPSILON has a great many 
foreign students as brothers and even has an alumni 
club in The Netherlands. As might be suspected from 


--- In 1895, a group of diversified stu- 
KigK denis from Yale University decided to 
ifejl found a, new fraternity that would be 
' . more liberal than most of those which 
!M> were ,hen in existettce - Fl lambda 
PHI was to remedy a situation that its 
founders believed went against the grain of the Amer- 

to be brothers no matter what their background. 

Today, PI LAMBDA PH I has some 42 active chap- 
ters and 17,000 members. It is one of the fraternities 
with the best record of scholarship among its brothers. 
One reason for this is that complete supervision of 
scholarship is one of the major tasks of the fraternity’s 
Central Office. 

_ Among non-fraternity men, at least, 

the most famous fraternity of all is un- 
■n doubtedly SIGMA CHI.. This is not be- 
V y cause of any good or bad publicity which 

^ it has garnered lately, but due to a song, 
"The Sweetheart of Sigma Chi," com- 
posed in 1911 by a pair of Albian College sophomores. 

Sweethearts aside, SIGMA CHI is one of the 
largest fraternities around today, with 135 active 
chapters. One of the three fraternities to be started at 

Miami University at Oxford, Ohio, the society was 
founded in 1855 by dissenting members of the.DELTA 
KAPPA EPSILON fraternity. It was the only college 
fraternity to have an active chapter in the Confederate 
Army during the Civil War. 
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TALE OF THE FLESH MONGER 






When he agreed to Roscoe’s terms he forfeited 
ten percent of everything -and that meant everything! 

I’m scared stiff. Not just because tomorrow is the planned to tell a lot of other people before the night 

big day, the day I’m scheduled to go through a little was over, that I’d run short of ready cash and if he 

















POETIC INTERVIEW BY HANK GROSS, Managing Editor, GENT 


They said it couldn't be verse, but there’s reason enough for GENT’S 
rhymed interview with Cassius Clay to make Ogden gnash his teeth 


Cassius Marcellus Clay is a 22-year-old 
boxer who, in a few short years of fighting, 
has risen to be one of the five top contenders 
for the heavyweight title. Not just ability, 
but showmanship has been responsible for 
his rapid rise. This showmanship has been 
manifested in two ways. Firstly, Clay has 
successfully predicted the round in which 
he would knock out his opponent in 12 
successive fights. (The fourteenth, against 
Doug Jones, found his prognostic ability 
coming a cropper.) Secondly, Clay has 
elected himself as the poet-laureate of box- 
ing, issuing predictions, chaUenges and in- 
sults all in verse. GENT interviewed Clay 
on his home grounds (Louisville, Kentucky) 
and on his own grounds — the poetical. 
Swapping sonnets, we came up with the 
following interesting, if un-metric results: 

GENT 

You’ve said you hate Liston, 
is this just a ploy 
To build up the gate 
When you fight Sonny Boy? 

CLAY 

I’m gonna whip him ; It’s not just a play 
I’m gonna play with him like he's a toy. 


He won't be big. bad Liston 
When I goes at ’im like a piston f 

GENT 

Liston has said: “The only thing I have to do 
with Clay is a lot of roadwork . . . because 
he’s gonna run like a thief. By the time of 
the sixth round, in which he predicted he'd 
knock me out, I’ll be halfway through the 

Was he trying to rag you? 

Or just to outbrag you? 

CLAY 

I have predicted six 
Because he likes to mix. 

If he keeps talkin’ jive, 

If he talks some more, 
lil reduce it to four. 

If he keeps talkin’ ’bout me, 

If that don’t do, 

I’ll drop it to two. 

A n' if you wanna have some fun, 

I’ll cut it to one. 

A nd if he don’t want to fight, 

He should stay home that night! 

(Continued on next page) 








"We don't like you!" 

Why did they say they don't like me? 

Because they did not get in for free. 

A to passes . . . 

For Cassius! 

GENT 
Quite terrific, 

But be more specific. 

What changed this prediction 
From fact to fiction? 

CLAY 

Jones is as fat as a hen, 

But he tricked me .. .he went ten. 

GENT 

When the awaited fourth began, 

Did you still think you'd nail your man? 

CLAY 

When that fourth round began, 

I thought I'd nail the man. 

I did what I could, 

And I did what I can. 

He did not fall. 

And that is all. 

GENT 

When the fourth round finished up, 

And Jones wasn't on his seat. 

Did you feel a bit fed up? 

Like a Clay with idle feat? 

CLAY 

When the fifth began 
With Jones on his feet, 
l did not feel bad 
'Cause I knew he was beat. 

GENT 

One of your eleven sponsors was glad your 
Jones' prediction didn’t pan out. He said: 
"If he'd done it, not one man in 1,000 
would believe it wasn't a fix.” 

Did the bosses say nix, 
it might seem like a fix? 

CLAY 

Well, one of my managers was glad 
That he did not fall 


But I was not at all glad, 

'Cause I’m the best prophet of all. 

GENT 

If you forecast some more. 

Won't the fans guffaw? 

Can you take the gaff 
When you hear them laugh? 

CLAY 

Let ’em laugh up a rash. 

Hell, man, I'll have the cash. 

I am still the only fighter in the ring today 

GENT 

You boast that you’re the poetic toast. 

But, truthfully, now — is there a ghost? 

CLAY 

GENT 

When you read your poetry at a New York 
coffee house, the New York Post put you 
down, called you “The Greenwich Village 
Grunt,” said “The grimy scene appropriately 
was called The Bitter End.” 

Are you really a Bard? 

Or merely a card? 

CLAY 

There’s some think Poe 
Was fust so-so! 

GENT 

When did you start 
Your poetic art? 

CLAY 

/ started my poetic lark 

When I fought a hum named Lamarr Clark. 

GENT 

You’ve said that you were working on a 
poem about your future fight with Liston, 
and that this poem would be your master- 



‘That was undoubtedly the sickest comedian I’ve ever 





THE SEXUAL BEHAVIOR OF THE PAPER CLIP 



Bi-Sexual 


Homosexual 


They may seem innocent, scattered around the office, but it's all in the way that you look at them 
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Compulsive 
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Abnormal Relations 


Voyeur 




Involvement 


Total Involvement 
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course is wonderful.” 
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THE MASCULINE MYSTIQUE 


At last, here is mar’s answer to frustrated feminists, 
howling housewives and whining career women! 


The latest round in the battle of the sexes 
would seem to be going by default to the distaff 
side. While American man has been occupying 
himself with the space race, the Cuban situation, 
disarmament and desegregation, his female 
counterpart has been building towards a femin- 
istic revolution which looks to make the battle 
for women's rights in the early part of this cen- 
tury a mere skirmish by comparison. Prosely- 
tizing towards it, the ladies have been anything 
but quiet. Indeed, the whines of their mass media 
( the women’s magazines) have grown to a howl 
of proclaimed frustration and a warcry to do 
something about it. The latest to hoist the ban- 
ner is Betty Friedan, a militant feminist whose 
book, “The Feminine Mystique”, has been em- 


self the question — “Is this all?” 

But today it is spoken. Today it is recognized. 
Today American men are growing increasingly 
aware of the problem that has no name / 

Realizing that this is a woman’s world, they 
have begun to question the position to which 
men have been relegated — and why, and how. 

A suburban husband asks, "Why do I have 
to take the car in to be greased when she’s the 
one who drives it all week?” 

A socially exhausted college boy wants to 
know why the girls don't stage BVD raids on 
fraternity houses for a change. 

“I’m tired of this role playing,” says the em- 
bittered president of a firm which manufactures 
toilet paper. “I’m tired of catering to a female 











An expert photographer shows how to capture the nuder gender on film. 
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technicality for the sake of naturalness. "My 
studio photographs," says de Dienes, "are all 
taken with natural light diffused by a skylight; 
additional light is provided by a window on one 
side. I seldom use artificial light, largely because 
I detest technicality in taking the photographs. 
Similarly, it does not bother me very much 
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THE SYSTEM 



"Man, you can't break free . . 
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MOVIE EVER MADE! 

You won’t believe your eyes 
when you see it You'll not part 
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The New York Post has said that 
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BEAT THIS T NEW JOB! 

Pays Up to $1,000 a month— No Selling of Any Kind— Only Av- 
erage Education Required— Business and Car Expenses Usually 
Paid— Full or Part Time Openings— You Can Pick Your Own Lo- 
cality— The Kind of Job With a Future You’ve Been Looking For! 
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